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Her Hit 

“ Ladies and gentlemen,” announced 
the leading lady of a vaudeville sketch 
team, ~ 
song itself I do not claim to be orig- 
inal, but the circumstances under which 
it is to be sung, I may truthfully say, 
are absolutely unprecedented in the 
history of American vaudeville. 


I am going to sing a song. The 


“T have received no stage telegram 
from an imaginary manager, asking me 
to head an opera company, and shall 
not, consequently, feel called upon to 
sing on that account. I shall not sing 
because ‘there is nobody around’ or 
‘while I am waiting for the first per- 
son to visit my studio.” That person 
will be my gentlemanly partner, and he 
is at persent in the flies. He will ap- 
pear when I get through the song. I/e 
does the waiting. 

“ The scene-shifter will not bring me 
an invitation to a ‘ party where every 
one will have to sing or dance,’ and 
which will necessitate an immediate 
rehearsal. No premonition — that 
‘Mothaar’ is at this moment wonder- 
ing where I am, will urge me to sing a 
ballade in her ‘ Mothaar ’ 
knows where I am, and if I don’t sing 
this song she stands a pretty good show 
of losing her means of support. 


honor. 


“ Again, ladies and gentlemen,” she 
went on, in the expectant hush that 
wrapt the house, “I shall not address 
the pianist here as ‘ Professor,’ nor 
rattle the horse- 


shall I request him to 
teeth, ‘tickle the ivories’ or ‘saw 
wood.’ 

“In conclusion, let me say that I am 
not going to do this ‘ with your kind 
indulgence,’ but simply because it’s a 
part of this act and it’s not going to be 
cut out!” 

And, although she sang “ Just Break 
the News to Mother,” that vast audi- 
ence, from the half-dollars to the ten- 
centers, broke into a mighty cheer. A 
new era had begun! , 


ition 


“Won't your mother be mad when 
she sees how you tore your clothes?” 

“IT guess not so very. Ma’ll have 
lots of fun huntin’ up cloth to match 
an’ puttin’ in a pateh so people can 
hardly notice it.” 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 


50c. the case of six glass stoppered bottles. 


“What was the origin of the feud?” 
“Well, one day, some years before 
the war, the heads of the two families 
met and neither asked the other to have 


a drink.” 
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Puffed Grai 
. 2 
Think of Having Them 
Served by the Bowlful 
__ Try tasting one grain of Puffed Wheat by itself. Or Puffed Rice. It’s 
like a confection—a flaky, fascinating tit-bit with a toasted almond flavor. 

You think of such dainties as rarities. But Puffed Grains are served 
morning, noon and night —in a dozen ways—as foods. And they form the 
greatest whole-grain foods which anybody knows. 

e 
The Bedtime Bowl 

These are more than morning cereals. 

Millions of bowls are served in milk instead of bread or crackers. 
They form toasted whole-grain bubbles, crisp and flimsy, four times as 
porous as bread. 

This is the favorite bedtime dish. Here every food-cell is exploded by 
steam so it easily digests. ‘That was never done before in a cereal. 

s e a 
Playtime Tit-Bits 

Boys carry Puffed Grains at play. They are better to taste, and better 
for boys, than most between-meal goodies. Girls use them in candy-making. 
hey are better than nut meats because they are porous. 

Think of serving such dainties, plus cream and sugar, to start the 
morning meal. Why do homes with children ever go without them? 

} Puffed Wheat, 12c 

} Puffed Ri 

3 Pu ce, 15c 
q Except in Extreme West 

These grains are puffed by Prof. Anderson’s process—by being shot 
from guns. First they are toasted in a fearful heat which turns all the 
moisture to steam. Then the steam is exploded. Every separate food cell 
is blasted to pieces. Thus the whole grain —every element of it— is fitted 
for easy digestion. No other process known can break up all these food cells. 

In every way these are ideal foods. 

Sole Makers 
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SEO. COHAN’S theatre, B'way, 434 St. 


Eves 8.15 Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.15 
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April 15, 1820 
We celebrated Dan's birthday 
this evening, gathered about the 
round table and pledged him 
many a toast in good 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years” 
Celebrations galore have been 
made memorable by toasts de- 
livered with this choice delight- 
ful rye. Old Overholt is pure, 
mellow, delicious, with a de- 
lightful boquet. 
Aged in charred oak bar- 
rels, bottled in bond. 
A OVERHOLT & CO, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 








For Safety’s Sake—Demand 


CARBQNA 


Cleaning Fluid 


Removes Grease Spots Instantly 
Cleans all materials without injury to fabric or color. 
Silk, Satin, Lace, Wool, Cashmere, Cotton, Velour, Felt, 
Velvet, Madras, Net, Lisle, Flannel, Serge, Gauze, Chiffon, 


White Kid Gloves Coats, Cloaks Cloth Uppers 
Silk and Satin Slippers Neckties Furs 
Neckwear Coat Collars Blankets 
Feathers Furniture Covers Veils 

Dresses Portieres Hosiery 
Parasols Tapestries Lingerie 
Wraps Rugs Jabots 

Opera Capes Carpets Typewriters 
Ribbons Piano Keys Auto-Apparel 


15c, 25c, 50c, $1 Size Bottles. All Drug Stores, 
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What They Think of It 


We've said our little say about the 
new Puck size; now let us hear what 
some of our readers think about the 
past few numbers. 

Mirr.in, Pa. 

Dear Puck: 

Just received this week’s number. As 

an admirer of Puck for many years, I 

am overjoyed to see a “comic” by dear 

old F. Opper, one of the best humorists 
ever and the man who first made Puck’s 
reputation, May I indulge in the hope 
that he has returned to the fold? 

Welcome, thrice welcome, to Pucx in 
its new and more convenient form. 

Ever yours, 
J. Luoyp Zook. 


Om Crry, Pa. 
Dear Puck: 

If every time a man laughs he “ adds 
something to his fragment of life,” I’m 
going to reach the 100 mark sure. The 
double jitney never fails to flip into the 
expectant hand of the newsdealer each 
week. Howarp M. Batrp. 


Cuicaoo, Ix. 
Dear Sirs: 

You have been the salt of a hum- 
drum existence; but I fear that your 
new policy will place you back in the 
rut of conventions into which two of 
your best known contemporaries have 
fallen. 

Is it useless to hope that you will soon 
return with all your old vigor, dash and 
lovableness? 

With best wishes, 
L. D. Brown. 


Oakanp, Cat. 
Dear Puck: 

I have read your most wonderful hu- 
morous publication for twenty years, 
and find it to be the best yet, and have 
always recommended it to all my friends. 

From a Puck fan, 
J. G. Kontuer. 


When writing to advertisers, please mention Puck 
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“Bath House 23” 





39 Columbus Ave. 


A split of 
thite Rock 


anda 


dash of lemon 


a thirst quencher 
Mildly Alkaline 
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cade Pure Whisky wins the 
praise of connoisseurs and the 
approval of all for its rich, 
smooth mellowness. 
Hac Bid Gold babes 
Geo. A. Dickel & Co., Distillers 
Nashville, Tenn. 4-C 














Pickings from PUCK 


The best quarterly ever 
issued in America 


25 Cents at your Newsdealer’s 











“KEEP OUT!” 


and brass fastener; size, 5x8 wp be 
the door open you see a beautiful - 
colored picture of an Ostend bathin: 
girl. Comes boxed, prepaid for 25e. 
to introduce our new ca Pictures 
for The Den, 32 pages of art studies, 
“all winners!’ Catalog alone, 10c. 
Stamps accepted, 

CELEBRITY ART CO., 
Boston, Mass. 
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GRINAGRAMS 








William E. Corey, former head of 
United States Steel, doesn’t mind say- 
ing that Wilson will “eventually be 
called one of our ablest and greatest 
Presidents.” Eventually! What a 
slow-witted lot we Americans must be! 


“He up there has helped us.” 
—The Kaiser. 
We wonder which particular Zep- 
pelin aviator the Kaiser had in mind. 


“Choosing the father of one’s children 
should be just as important a matter as se- 
lecting a hat.”"—A Feminine Reformer. 

Even more so. A woman may give 
her last year’s hat an impetus toward 
the rag-bag, but usually she has to put 


up with her last year’s husband, no | 


matter how much out of style he may 


be. 


Quoth Don Ignacio Caledron, Min- 
ister from Bolivia, apropos of the 
Mexican crisis: 

“Tf I am called to Washington by Presi- 
dent Wilson I will go, as I should. But I 
shall be a listener, not a talker.” 

Oh, if we could only import the bulk 
of our Congressmen from Bolivia, what 
a saving of paper it would mean in the 
Congressional Record! 





Somebody out in the enterprising 
State of Indiana has dug up a masto- 
don, aged 150,000 years. Next thing 
you know, somebody in Indiana will be 
djgging up the Hon. Charles Warren 
Fairbanks. 





Under a Geneva date line, an even- 
ing paper prints this: “It is the pyr- 
pose of the Russians to kill as many of 
the enemy as possible.” What a boon 
is cable news!’ Left to grope in our 
own mental darkness, we might have 
supposed their purpose was to play 
Bridge with them. 





Names Child Welfare Board. — News 
Headline. 

An unusual name for a child, but 
there is no accounting for parental 
tastes. 





An English physician has discovered 
what caused the death of certain Egyp- 
tian mummies 2000 years ago. From 
the standpoint of the ship-owners, he 
would have been the ideal man to han- 
dle the Eastland inquiry. 





Talking to a New Hampshire audi- 
ence, Chairmar. Elliott of the New 
































































“COURAGE! I WILL SAVE YOU!” 












































V3 gum 


Haven system said that the rails in the 
New Haven tracks contain 70,000 more 
tons of steel than is in all the United 
States battleships. Similar statistics 
by other roads would be interesting. 
For instance, let us hear from those 
which have 70,000 more gallons of wa- 
ter in their stock than is in all the At- 
lantic Ocean. 





An expedition financed by the Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania has unearthed 
the great temple of Rameses II. at 
Memphis. Possibly, the University of 
Pennsylvania thinks it would be a good 
safe place to send Professor Nearing. 





A New Jersey millionaire has offered 
$100 a pound for a prize bull. “ Some 
bull,” we were first moved to remark. 
But upon reflection we realized that the 
man has doubtless recently dined at a 
Broadway trottery and the price didn’t 
seem so high, after all. 

“The franchise is not a right, but a privi- 
lege,” answered Mr. Barnes.—Albany Wire. 

Mr. Barnes should know a privilege 
when he sees one. His Grand Old 


Party has been a dealer in them ever 
since the end of the Civil War. 





A census has been taken of the In- 
dians in the State of New York, and 
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762 of the Redskins confess to being 
“pagans.” Now, just what a pagan 
is we are at a loss to know. But in 
this year 1915 we imagine it is nothing 
very terrible. And it is dollars to bis- 
cuits that not one of them would renig 
on a scrap of paper he had signed. 





To Oxp Susscriser; An army is a 
body of humanitarians and philanthro- 
pists that seeks to impress on another 
body of men the beauty of the doctrine 
of non-resistance by exterminating 
them. 

Professor Oswald Flamm has dis- 
covered that the Lusitania carried a 
cargo of explosives designed to destroy 
Americans. It needs only the deduc- 
tions of Herr Doktor Flimm to com- 
plete a thoroughly hyphenated flim- 
flam. , 


While his companion on an aero- 
plane flight hurled bombs on Trieste, 
we are told that Gabriel d’Annunzio 
scattered poems over the Austrian city. 
A brutal reprisal for the use of asphix- 
iating gas. We may next hear of a 
savage bombardment by means of 
scented billets-douz. 
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THE NEWS IN RIME 


Verses by DANA BURNET Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON 
John Wanamaker wants to buy A warship sank a neutral whale *Tis said that we should make the Swiss 
All Belgium from the Kaiser. While hunting unterseeboots. Our military pastors. 
Which proves that Uncle Sam is aot Next winter, say the Fashion Fiends, A nation armed with Swietzer Cheese 
A melon-cutting miser. We'll all be wearing knee boots. Is safe from all disasters. 
An egg was found in hither Maine The Colonel’s interest in the Moose _ The exiled polka dot returned 
Which shed a four-legg’d pheasant Is merely naturalistic, From fashionable Elba, 
The velvet toque Its horns, you know, A song a day 
Is quite a joque, Are hard to blow— The savants say 
And Thaw is looking pleasant. (Political statistic !) Will make a mute a Melba 


A Kansas lady plans to run 
For Senator and way points. 
Brevet is proving popular 
At Newport and the gay points. 
A man survived two thousand volts— 
A baseball umpire, doubtless, 
The passport plot 
Enjoyed a swat, 
And we are aero-scoutless. 











The Navy had a grave attack The State Militia spent a week The Prussian Policy has sprained 
Of “ accidental ” fires. Extinguishing each other. Our neighborly relations. 
The Russian War Machine should wear Carranza says that Mexico Eftsoons the world will be a round 
A skid chain on its tires. Distrusts us like a brother. Of madly clawing nations. 
The fine Teutonic hand was seen A burglar stole a pair of fleas .The Constitution Mending Bee 
In all our labor troubles, From their distracted trainer, Is but a reign of error, 
The Census Take The safety gown The Germans, treed, 
Has caused an ache, Has come to town, “ Cannot concede ”— 


And Greece is blowing bubbles. And skirts are growing saner. And we should quake with terror. 
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«What Fools These Mortals Be!” 
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D nsindys a word to college men, just a little word, 

so as not to take too much time from summer 
baseball and summer dancing. Here it is almost 
the end of August, and in another month the col- 
lege gates will open again and there will be foot- 
ball and fraternities to think of, so we should be 
a trifle unreasonable if we expected college men to 
listen to more than just a word. 


someone should organize an international 
athletic competition to which college men 
alone should be eligible, how the students at 
various “dear old”’ seats of learning would spring 
to the task of defending the honor of the United 
States of America! Months would be spent in 
perfecting sprinters, distance-runners, and shot- 
putters, so that no foreign force could oppose 
with hope of success America’s speed, brawn and 
brain. No sacrifice of college pleasures would be 
too great to make in training, if the honor and 
prestige of the United States were at stake. 











HERE is another kind of international com- 
petition, and it is the kind in which most of 
Europe is now engaged. To What extent are 
college men willing to sacrifice pleasure in train- 
ing for possible entrance into this? Are the hon- 
or and prestige of the United States less sacred 
on the battle-field than on the athletic field? Is 
the privilege of defending them to be less es- 
teemed? If not, then it is time college men 
took as much interest in the graver forms of inter- 
national rivalry as they do in its lighter vein. 


pecs has poihted a way in which college men 
may do their share toward making unpre- 
paredness an impossibility. Military drill in our 
colleges would impose no greater drudgery than 
comes in the training of men for a boat race, and 
the physical and moral benefits derived would be 
incomparably greater because the whole student 
body would participate. With four years of 
military training, a college man would have in 
him the makings of a very passable officer, and in 
a few. years, the total number of college men so 
trained would constitute a dependable reserve, 
a “first-aid” force of incalculable value. 


Wilt college men do it? Presidents and 
faculties can advocate and advise, but the 
enthusiasm, the desire to help, must come from 
the students themselves. Let us hope that the 
interests of football this fall will not wholly 
dwarf the interests of the country. 
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ALL OVER THE MAP 





Tue Rector: What would be your idea of the best way to spread the gospel to the uttermost parts of the earth? 
Farr AND Frivotous PARISHIONER: How would it do to put a Bible in every Ford car, Doctor? 


When Soldiers Meet 


Scene: The Country beyond the Styx. 
Characters: A soldier of 1066; a soldier 
of 1915. Time: Now. 

The New One: And you, too, were a 
soldier while on earth? 

The Old One: I was, friend. A sol- 
dier in the army of Harold. 

The New One: And you fought 

The Old One: At Hastings. 
you? 

The New One: In Belgium. 

The Old One: Ah, it is nine centuries 
since last I swung my blade in battle, 
but the lust of the fight is keen upon nié 
still. Friend, I envy you. You, so re- 
eently come across the Styx that your 
last combat is scarcely over. The clang 
and clash of steel on steel still rings 
within your ears. Do you not love it? 

The New One: I’m afraid I never 
heard it. 

The Old One: Never heard it! 
you a soldier? 

The New One: Yes; I was a soldier. 

The Old One: And never heard the 
clash of steel on steel. Well, war must 
have changed since that brave day at 
Hastings. But enough! I am too old 
to try to understand new things. It is 
enough that you, too, were a soldier, 
and now, like companions in arms, let 
us talk of our battles. 

The New One: I was never in a bat- 


? 
And 





And 


tle. 





—A— 


The Old One: What? Never in a 
battle. But you were killed! 

The New One: Oh, yes; I was killed 
all right enough. 

The Old One: Yet never in a battle. 
Wouldst know the foeman who laid ye 
low? Gadslife, the Norman whose 
mace cracked my poor headpiece, I see 
right often. Good friends we've been 
these six hundred years. 

The New One: Nobody hit me. 
is, nobody I could see. 

The Old One: A stab in the back. 
A dastard thing! 

The New One: No; not that. There 
was no enemy near. We hadn’t seen a 
single German. We'd been wallowing 
in a muddy trench for weeks when 
one day something—a shell, but you 
wouldn’t understand what that is— 
dropped screaming out of the sky and 
that was the last of me. When I woke 
up, I was here. 

The Old One: ’Tis passing strange. 
And others besides you were slain? 

The New One: Oh, sure. 
several of them here since. 

The Old One: And they didn’t see 
any enemy either? 

The New One: Nope. 

The Old One: Something just fell 
from the sky and hit them? 

The New One: Yep; something like 
—like a house falling on you. 

The Old One: I comprehend it not. 
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That 


I’ve seen 


And there was no clash of steel on steel, 
no pitting of foeman against foeman 
and may the best blade win? 

The New One: Gee, no. Just lay in 
the mud, and wait and wait, and finally 
die, without a chance to strike back. 

The Old One: And that is war? 

The New One: That is. 

The Old One: Odsdevilkins! Then 
all that is manly and noble has gone out 
of it! 





Arey. Stayitate: I sometimes wish, 
don’t ve know, that I had veen born 
a Rajah, don’t ye know, over in India, 
don’t ye know! 

Bette Brirtecy (wearily): Why, Mr. 
Staylate, how strange! I was just 
wishing that very same thing mysclf! 





Some people seem to think that when 
they arrive at a conclusion there ought 
to be a delegation of prominent citi- 
zens with a brass band waiting to re- 
ceive them. 

“ Scribbler says there are days when 
he cannot write.” 

“T have read stories of his he must 
have written on those days.” 





It is a good deal safer in your haste 
to say that all men are liars, than to 
make invidious distinctions. 





























PUCK AT THE BATTLE-FRONT 


The trench pictures in Pucx’s contemporaries, showing delighted groups of soldiers enjoying their particular periodical 
between charges, have added the one light touch to the grisly horrors of war. Pucx therefore presents the above photographs 
obtained at tremendous risk from the front. Upper Left—British soldiers under fire enjoying “ America’s Cleverest Weekly.” 


Upper Right—General French in mufti leaving the War Office with his favorite journal. Center—Gordon Highlander recon- 
Lower Left—Eager Russians purchasing their most popular weekly from Red 


noitering, screened by Puck signboard. 
Cross nurse. Lower Right—His Royal Highness, the Prince of Wales, whiling away the tedium of a march to the trenches. 




















There is a well 
founded story af 
that before a 
Franz Liszt became an Abbé he 
asked Pope Pius IX to hear his 
confession. The pope, a charm- 
ing man, connoisseur of music, 
consented, and received the fa- 
mous pianist in the music-room 
of the Vatican (if there is such 
a spot). Liszt arrived and to 
his dismay noted the presence of 
a grand piano. He fell on his 
bony knees before the pontiff 
and smote his chest, crying: 
“ Holy Father! The very crime 
I feared most is apt to be com- 
mitted again in your presence. 
That sonorous coffin in the 
corner is at the bottom of all my 
sins, the prime inciter thereto. 
With my ten fingers I have 
driven from the various houses 
in which I have resided all the 
tenants. I’ve driven half of 
civilized Europe mad. I’ve en- 
couraged the trade in shrill ma- 
hogany, noisy ros@€wood and 
shrieking ebony in the five parts 
of the acoustic world, so that at 
this very moment there is not a 
single thatched hut among savages that is without a piano. 
Even wild men are beginning to manufacture pianos, and 
they give them as wedding gifts to their daughters.” 
(“Just as in Europe,” remarked the pope. Liszt pre- 
tended not to hear.) ‘“ How then,” he resumed, “can I 
make a coiiiplete confession to you, illustrious pontiff, with 
the accomplice of my sins grinning at me with her ivory 
teeth!’ He paused to beat his breast; “ Mea culpa! Mea 
culpa!” he groaned. Then he burst into a general con- 
fession, reciting the evils of his past life. There were 
crimes of which the pope had never heard mentioned; pro- 
fessional crimes, crimes peculiar to pianists, horrid crimes 
in keys natural, sharps and flats, and chromatic crimes. 
This confession lasted far into the night, until the pope 
gently expostulated: “Caro Liszt, I’m weary; go to the 
keyboard and play the remainder of your sins.” Liszt 
grimly arose and sat down before a magnificent instru- 
ment, and three days later, when he had ended his con- 
fession, it was a mass of jangling wires, shattered wood and 
twisted metal. But he was a happy man, for the pope be- 
nignly gave him absolution, bidding him go and sin no more. 
Later Liszt became an ecclesiastic and invented that terri- 
ble calamity known as the Liszt pupil. If you don’t believe 
this story, I refer you to Emile Bergerat’s “ Le Livre de 
Caliban,” in which the episode of Liszt’s conversion is 
Englished by Philip Hale, though my story differs in at 
least one important detail—the playing of the confession 
on the piano. In the Bergerat anecdote there was no 
“boxed harp” at the Vatican, and Liszt, so the fairy tale 
ran, kept a piano in his room, but only as a chest for his 
cassocks. 


Liszt’s 


Confession 


wy 


My Great 


Adventure 


I am reminded of the Liszt confession by a 
little one of my own, but one that is hardly 
worthy of a piano; it would sound better if 
played on a dumb keyboard. Music-mad, I arrived in Paris 
during the last weeks of the World’s Fair of 1878, impelled 
there by a parching desire to see Franz Liszt, if not to hear 
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THE SEVEN ARTS 


By James Huneker 
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him. He was then honorary di- 
rector of the Austro-Hungarian 
section. But I could not find 
him, although I heard of him 
everywhere, of musical fétes and 
the usual glittering company 
that had always surrounded this 
extraordinary son of fortune. 
One day I fancied I saw him. I 
was sadly walking the Rue de 
Rivoli of an October afternoon, 
when in a passing carriage I 
saw an old chap with bushy 
white hair, his face full of ex- 
pressive warts and in his mouth 
a long black cigar, which he was 
furiously puffing. Liszt! I 
gasped, and started in pursuit. 
It was not an easy job to keep 
up with the carriage. At last, 
because of a blocked procession, 
I caught up and took a long 
stare, the object of which com- 
posedly smiled at me, but did 
not truly convince me that he 
was Franz Liszt. You see there 
were so many different pictures 
of him; even the warts were not 
always the same in number. I 
had a similar experience later 
with Gustave Flaubert, yet in 
my secret heart did I doubt, still doubt. But when I am in 
the Cambyses vein I swear I’ve seen both Liszt and Flau- 
bert. Perhaps I did. They were in Pairs that year. 
Flaubert was then working at the Bibliotheque Mazarin— 
a sinecure; he was in sad need of money, having given all 
his fortune to the creditors of his niece’s husband, M. de 
Communville. 


At the 


Conservatoire 


Liszt or no Liszt, my ambition was fired, 
and at the advice of Frederick Boscovitz, 
a pupil of Liszt and cousin of Rafael 
Joseffy (both men are, alas, dead), I went to the Conserva- 
toire Nationale, with a letter of introduction to the acting 
secretary, Emile Rety. I was told that I was too old to 
enter, being a few months past eighteen. I was disap- 
pointed and voiced my woes to Lucy Hamilton Hooper, 
then a clever writer and correspondent of several American 
newspapers. Her husband was Vice-Consul Robert Hooper 
and he kindly introduced me to General Fairchild, the con- 
sul, and after a cross-examination I was given a letter in 
which the United States Government testified to my good 
social standing (I was not a bandit, nor yet an absconder 
from justice) and extreme youth. Armed with this for- 
midable document I again besieged the gates of the great 
French conservatoire—whose tuition, it must be remem- 
bered, is free. I was successful, inasmuch as I was per- 
mitted to present myself at the yearly examination, which 
took place November 13th (ominous date!). To say that I 
studied hard and shook in my boots is a literal statement. 
I lived at the time in an alley-like street off the Boulevard 
des Batignolles and lived luxuriously on five dollars, 
American money, eating one satisfying meal a day (with a 
hot bowl of coffee in the morning) and practicing on a 
wretched little cottage piano as long as my neighbors would 
stand the noise. They chucked boots or any old faggot they 
could find at my door, and after twelve hours I was so 
tired of patrolling the keyboard that I was glad to stop. 
(Continued on nage 20) 
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MAKING WAR MOVIES -_— II 
A GERMAN SUBMARINE SINKS A PLEASURE CRAFT OFF BRIGHTON 
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The ONLY WAY TO AAVE A PICNIC DE LUKE IS TO GO ALONG HAVE 
PREPARE FOR TOU AND THEN PUT HIM ON GUARD 


Painted by Raymond C. Ewer 
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WORK? 





NOT TO-DAY! 


By Richard Le Gallienne 


Work? Not to-day! Ah! no—that were to do 


The gracious face of heaven a surly wrong, 
Bright day so manifestly made for song, 


And sweep of freedom’s wings into the blue. 


Divinely idle, rather let us lie 
And watch the lordly unindustrious sky, 
Nor trail the smoke of little busy cares 


Across its calm . . . Work? Not to-day! Not I! 


Work? Why, another year—one never knows 


But this the flowering last of all our years! 


Which of us can be sure of next year’s rose ? 


And I that have so loved them all my days 
Not yet have learned the names of half the 


flowers, 


Nor half enough have listened to the birds. 
Nay! while the marvel of the May is ours, 
Earth’s book of lovely hieroglyphic words 

Let’s read together, each green letter spell, 
And each illuminated miracle 

Decking the mystic text with blue and gold— 
That Book of Beauty where all Truth is told. 
Let’s watch the dogwood, holding silver trays 
Of blossom out across the woodland ways, 
Whiter than breast of any mortal girl’s, 

And hark yon bird flinging its song like pearls, 
Sad as all lovely things fore-doomed to die— 
Work? Not to-day! Ah! no—not you! not I! 
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A Forecast of the Coming 
Season 
The coming theatrical season—after 
it is over—will be found as usual to 
have been a bad theatrical season, for 
(among others) the following reasons: 


1. “The plot of ’s 
latest great success, which opened at 
the Theatre last night before 
an enthusiastic audience, has to do with 
a lovable little orphaned waif who is 
put upon by the wealthy, aristocratic 
relatives to whose care she has been en- 
trusted. The girl, however, in time not 
only wins over the household with her 
quick wit and amiable, sunny nature, 
but, with her piquant manners, also 
wins the heart of her bachelor guar- 
dian.” . 

2. “ Miss played the 
role of the wife with consummate tech- 
nique. Her burst of emotion at the 
end of the second act was superb.” 











“ At last a musical comedy with a 
plot!” 

“The chorus appeared in (beau- 
tiful) costumes.” 

5. “ There, don’t say no more about 
it! I got a couple o’ kiddies o’ my own 
at home, and I kin understand.” 

“Not since ‘Everywoman’ and 
‘Experience’ has the New York stage 
seen a more powerful and engrossing 
play than ‘ Everyeyeball,’ 
’s latest great success 
opened last night at the Thea- 
tre before an enthusiastic audience. 
The theme of ‘ Everyeyeball ’ has to do 
with the pilgrimage of Neuralgia over 
the highroad of Migraine to the haven 
of Frontal Sinus and of Everyeyeball’s 
meeting with and temptation by Pass- 
ing Fancy. Everyeyeball’s final tri- 
umph over his hereditary weakness is 
shown in two transformation Specta- 
cles.” 





which 








“This theatre is perfumed with 
Eau de Choufleur.” 





By GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 


8. “ This ticket is not transferable; 
is a personal license to the purchaser 
whose name is given to the management 
at the time of the purchase thereof; 
and is revocable by the management. 
If this ticket is sold or transferred to 
any other person, the ticket and license 
granted to enter the theatre shall im- 
mediately be revoked and withdrawn, 
etc., etc.” 

8a. “Very sorry, but we haven't 
got eel seat left in the rack.” 

8b. “ Tyson’s. 


8c. “Here y’are, two fine seads 
down in frond and only tree dollahs 
apiece!” 

9. “A knock-out.” — 
World. 

10. “ A triumph.”—New York Even- 


ing Post. 


New York 


The Dramatic Critic’s 
Correspondence School 
LESSON II 
How to Tell a Good Play 

1. Go to the nearest Broadway the- 
atre at the height of the season. 

2. Inquire of the man in the box- 
office the shortest way to Brentano’s. 


Why these redoubled paeans, these 
offertories, these bonfires and hymns to 
Madame Sarah Bernhardt because she 
possesses the valor to appear on the 
stage with a wooden leg? A leg is ap- 
proximately but a one-sixth part of the 
human body. There are any number of 
actresses, therefore, who—in the mat- 
ter of woodenness—have the Madame 
beaten by a score of six to one. 





Whom the gods would destroy, they 
first make playwrights. 





“He who can, does; he who can’t, 
criticizes.” As, for respective exam- 
ple, George V. Hobart and William. 
Hazlitt. 
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Situation Wanted—Male 


Wanted: Situation in drama contain- 
ing banquet wherein leading 
character at climax will not have to 
smash a wine-glass. 


scene 


All drama may be divided into two 
groups: (1) drama and (2) plays 
written with certain star actors in 
mind. 


How quickly Oscar Wilde has be- 
come a back-number. Said he, speak- 
ing of bachelors: “ We're all in the gut- 
ter, but some of us are looking at the 
stars.” Now, ever since the chorus has 
been coming out on that Winter Gar- 
den runway 


Revised Theatrical Maxim 
Where 
codicil. 


there’s a will there’s a— 


To be thoroughly hated, one need 
but write of others what they know 
about themselves. Inasmuch as most 
of our actors and playwrights know 
that they are absolutely perfect, this 
probably accounts for their well-known 
antipathy to the New York journalistic 
goose-grease school of criticism. 


Two's a couple; three’s a drama 


league. 

Children are not as foolish as some- 
times their elders believe them. Take 
little boys, for example. A little boy 
may wish to be an Indian, a detective, 
a policeman, a fireman, a cowboy, a 
drum major, a chariot driver in a cir- 
cus or a burglar, when he grows up. 


But did you ever hear of a little boy 
who wanted to be an actor? 
A problem play—a good play on 


Broadway. 
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“THIS LITTLE PIG WENT TO MARKET” 


A Georgia variety of Porker who has done quite a business in the commodities here shown 


The Art of Graying Chops 


The other day a friend permitted me 
to read some letters Mark Twain had 
written her many years ago. Among 
these was one dated at San Francisco, 
in which I found this sentence: 

In general my health is fair, but I | 
think my digestive apparatus would 
take to its task more kindly if you 


would come out here to teach alleged 
cooks how not to gray chops! 


It so happens that the day after I 
had read—and copied—this touching 
appeal, I met a friendly acquaintance 
who, in speaking of the war, mentioned 
that her cook is a German. Now I 
have eaten under many Teutonic cooks, 
and recalling the skill of several, I 
blandly said, ‘‘ How fortunate! ” 


Unless you are absent-minded and 
apply it to news of a carbuncle or the 
death of a favorite dog, this is one of 
the most innocuous of ejaculations, and 
it seldom fetches such a return as now 
came my way. 

“ Fortunate, indeed, especially when 
I think of the creature who pre- 








ceded her in my succession of kitchen 
queens!” said this woman. 

“TI prefer to let the nationality of 
that individual remain unknown,” she 
continued, “lest I be accused of a 
breach of Wilson neutrality. But O, 
what a jackass I was ever to keep her 
beyond her first dish of chops!” 

At once my attention was riveted. 
Here were chops popping into my men- 
tal field—and chops likewise had 
popped the day before. 

Was I to be the victim of a Pick- 
wickian situation wherein chops minus 
tomato sauce might lead to distress! 

“Chops?” I said, as disinterestedly 
as could be spoken under the circum- 
stances. My pulse was feverish. 

“Yes, Chops!” repeated the woman. 
I saw that she was excited. I assumed 
a wolfish attitude, lest anything lamb- 
like might further agitate her. 

“Chops, Grayed Chops!” she said 
violently. “ I do not know how she did 
them. I cannot imagine what method 
she used. At first I thought it must be 
the chops themselves. So I changed 
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butchers. Still they came to the table 
like remnants of Quaker lambs. 


“ Again I changed meat-men. I or- 
dered the chops brought to me before 
cooking. They were pink and beauti- 
ful. Yet, at luncheon they reposed 
gray and ghastly—looking for all the 
world as if they had been suffocated. 


“ The sight sickened me. Once more 
I gave that cook a chance. Once more 
they were brought to me the color of 
sapsago cheese! I left the table and 
issued an edict against all chops. I 
should have discharged the cook. But 
unfortunately I have a heart. I am a 
Christian jackass!” 

“Did you know Mark Twain?” I 
ventured. 

She had: dined with him once in 
Washington. 

“ Did he say anything about ‘ grayed 
chops’ to you?” He did not. 

“ But why should you ask such a 
question? ” she insisted. 

“Only this, madam. 
met them!” 

She sighed. “ And he was a humor- 
ist!”’ she said, sadly. 

Yes, at some time or other most of 
us have met grayed chops—also grayed 
steak. How are they produced? 

That is the secret. Why anyone 
should want to guard it, none knows. 

They cannot be eaten, except by the 
blind! The farthest stretch of imagina- 
tion cannot make of them anything bet- 
ter than clouds on the culinary horizon. 


He, too, had 


So, in the interest of a race sore-per- 
plexed by matters of larger moment, I 
bespeak for the grayed chop a deep 
burial. Let it rest beside the water- 
logged potato and leaden-colored coffee 
—a trinity for which none would weep! 

Leigh Mitchell Hodges. 
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A LONG DRINK 


THe Mixer: “What’ll you have ?” 


Mr. Monk: “Gee, but I’m hot!—Gimme a 
giraffe’s neck !” 
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AN EAST SIDE DEDUCTION 





Katie: (describing a visit to “Uncle Tom’s Cabin”) Yes, an’ Eliza, she carried de kid over real ice 
Mamie: Gee, no wonder de bill-boards said it wuz a twenty t’ousand dollar perduction! 
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The Almighty’s Face 


Women in wishing to vote are wicked 
and irreligious, flying in the face of the 
Almighty for making them women in- 
stead of men, 

—General Amasa J. Parker. + 
Flying in the face of the Almighty is 
a very serious offense. And the world 
has never lacked men like General 
Parker who were ready to call attention 
to it, no matter at what personal risk to 
themselves. It is likely that the Al- 
mighty Himself is reconciled to condi- 
tions, His face having been flown in so 
often by presumptuous mortals as to 
make Him more than dubious of even 
ultimate good manners; but men of the 
General Parker type will never cease to 
protest in His name. 


They began centuries ago. When 
somebody whispered that the earth was 
not flat, but round, that it was not the 
center of the universe, but a mere speck 
in something called the solar system, 
the person responsible for such heresy 
flew brazenly in the face of the Al- 





mighty. The General Parkers of that 
day was highly indignant, and in that 
day there were racks and thumbscrews 
handy to show just how indignant they 
were. 


We shall make no attempt to cata- 
logue in their proper order the more 
celebrated flights in the Almighty’s 
face, but the first geologists who dared 
theorize as to the probable age of the 
earth roused the General Parkers of 
their time to extreme moral activity, 
and touching on matters mechanical, 
the invention of the locomotive brought 
forth a perfect storm of warnings from 
the self-appointed watchmen of the 
Divine Countenance. “ If God had in- 
tended that man should fly, He’d have 
provided him with wings.” That was 
considered an unanswerable argument 
when ten miles an hour was a locomo- 
tive’s top speed. 


We don’t personally know anything 
about it, but it is a good bet that the 
first prehistoric man to stop swinging 
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by his tail and who took to walking up- 
rightly on his hind-legs flew with par- 
ticular offensiveness in the face of the 
Almighty, and gave the General Par- 
kers of the period much to chatter about 
as they hung in unison from the tree- 
tops. 


Oh, ’twas ever thus. Whenever man 
realizes his imperfections and starts in 
to remedy them, General Parkers the 
world over barely escape apoplexy. 
We have an idea that the Almighty 
takes it more calmly and more philo- 
sophically than they do, and that He 
will even learn of “ Votes for Women” 
without discovering anything especially 
“ wicked or irreligious ” about it. 


We are well aware that there is no 
news in the foregoing. Solemn asses 
have merged their identity with the Al- 
mighty’s. since the beginning of the 
world, but only a few people are unable 
to distinguish between them. Vor 
Asinorum, Vox Dei—not yet, and not 
soon. 
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A Hammock and Her 
A jiggle, a wiggle, 

A form at my side. 
A titter, a twitter, 

An aerial glide. 





A yearning, a spurning, 
A lot of sweet mush. 
A patting, a spatting, 
A warning, “Oh, hush!” 
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A laughing, a chaffing, SN en , . -_% weecre acy 
A hand slipped in mine. ll e ay f Se en 

A teasing, a squeezing, en ee F 
A whispered, “ All thine!” 











A swaying, a playing, 
A satisfied purr. 

A swinging, soft singing, 
A hammock and Her. 


—p~— 
Differently Expressed 


The same idea may be expressed in 
many different ways, according as the 
speaker’s mode of thought is influenced 
by his surroundings. 
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several cities would put it. FOR SUPERIORITY 

“A bird in the hand is worth two in 
the bush.” No. 1—DISTILLATION 

In Boston this might become: 

“One thought of Browning, thor- Distilled from the 
oughly assimilated, is more valuable choicest selected ma- 
than two in a state of mental nebulos- terials under the most 
ity.” scientificand sanitary 

The New York version: conditions. 


“ Paper profits must be realized upon 


before they can add to one’s bank ac- 
pa BLACK & WHITE 


Translated into Chicagoese: 


“One hog in the packing-room and Scotch Wh isky 


ready for market is better than two on 
the hoof at the point of production.” 


Now go as far west as Denver: ABSOLUTELY PURE 


“It is the cashed chips that count.” 
—~fi— 


“Fortune smiled and bade the poet 


write his name upon the scroll of The Highest Standard 
fame. of Qual ity 








“ Pll dictate it to my stenographer,” 
haughtily replied the poet, for he was 
a poet of to-day. 





“Money will not take a man to the 
top, Henderson.” 

“T know; but it will give him a lot 
more room at the bottom.” | 

















Optimist: What do you consider the 


greatest thing that ever happened? Boom Earn FEATHERWEIGHT EVYESHADE 
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The Seven Arts 

(Continued from page 10) 
Then, a pillow on my stomach. to keep 
down the pangs of a youthfully gorge- 
ous appetite, I would lie in bed till 
dinner time. O Chopin! O consommé 
and boiled beef! O sour blue wine at 
six cents the litre! 


The At last the fatal day 
Fatal Day dawned, as the novelists 
say. It was nasty, chill- 
ing, foggy autumnal, but my long 
locks hung negligently and my vel- 
veteen coat was worn defiantly open to 
the wind. I reached the Conservatoire 
—then in the old building on the Rue 
du Faubourg Poissoniére—at precisely 
nine o'clock of the morn. I was put in 
a large room with an indiscriminate lot 
of candidates, some of them so young as 
to be fit for the care of a nurse. Like 
lost sheep we huddled and as my eves 
feverishly rambled I noticed a lad of 
about twelve with curling hair worn 
artist fashion; a naughty boy he was, 
for he sneered at my lengthy legs and 
audibly inquired: “ Is grandpa to play 
with us!” I knew enough French to 
hate that little monster with a nervous 
hatred. There was a tightened feeling 
about my throat and heart and I waited 
in an agitated spirit for my number— 
again thirteen! A bearded and shy 
young man came in from examination 
and was at once mocked by the in- 
cipient virtuoso in pantalettes. An- 
other unfortunate, with a roll of music! 
Then the little devil was summoned. 
We sat up. In ten minutes he returned 
with downcast mien, flushed face, tears 
in his eyes, and tried to sneak out of the 
room, but too late! After shaking 
hands all round we solemnly danced in 
a circle about the now sobbing and no 
longer sinister child. Who says youth 
is ever generous ! 
The “Number thirteen!” sang 
Ordeal out % voice, and I was 
pushed through a narrow 
entry and a minute later was standing 
on the historic stage of the Paris Con- 
servatoire. The lighting was dim, but 
I discerned a group of persons some- 
where in front of me. A man asked me 
to sit down at the grand piano—of 
course, like most pianos, out of tune— 
and I tremblingly obeyed his polite re- 
quest. At this juncture a woman’s 
voice inquired: “ How old are you, mon- 
sieur?” I told her. A feminine laugh 
rippled through the gloom, for I wore 
a fluffy little beard, was undeniably 
gawky and looked conspicuously older 
than my years. That laugh settled me. 
Queer, creepy feelings seized my legs, 
(Continued on next page) 
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Brown Bottles 
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and you consume much the same food, in a 
different form, as the cereals served on your 
breakfast table. Both contain energy produc- 
ing properties. 























Physicians and scientists are urging greater 
precaution to protect the purity of such a 
health-giving beverage as beer. 
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to recognize this necessity. Hence the 
Brown Bottle, which keeps Schlitz pure and 
wholesome from the brewery to your glass. 
Schlitz in Brown Bottles costs no more than 
light bottle beer. 
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The Seven Arts 
(Continued from preceding page) 
my eyes were full of solar spectrums, 
my throat a furnace and my heart beat 
like a triphammer. I was not the first 
man, young or old, to be knocked out 
by a woman’s laugh. (Later I met the 
lady. She was Madame Massart, and 
the wife of the well-known violin mas- 
ter, Massart, of the Conservatoire.) 
Again the demand, “ Play something ” ; 
it was a foregone conclusion that I 
couldn’t. I began a menuetto from a 
Beethoven Sonata, hesitated, saw fiery 
snakes and a kaleidoscope of comets, 
then pitched into a presto by the unfor- 
tunate Beethoven, and was_ soon 
stopped. A sheet of manuscript was 


placed before me. I could have sworn | 
that it was upside down, so as a sight- | 


reading test it was a failure. I was 
altogether a distinguished failure, and 
with the audible comment of the ex- 
amining faculty ringing in my ears, I 
stumbled across the stage into welcome 
darkness, and without waiting to thank 
Secretary Rety for his amiability I got 
away, crossing in a hurry that cele- 
brated courtyard in which the hideous 
noises made by many instruments, in- 
cluding the human voice, reminded me 
of a torture circle in Dante’s Inferno. 


The United States had no reason 
to be proud of her musical—or un- 
musical—son that dull day in No- 
vember, 1878. When I arrived in my 
garret I swore I was through and seri- 
ously thought of studying the xylo- 
phone. But my mood of profound dis- 
couragement was succeeded by a more 
hopeful one. If you can’t enter the 
Paris Conservatoire as an active stu- 
dent you may have influence enough to 
become an “ auditeur,” a listener; and 
a listener I became and in the class of 
Professor Georges Mathias, a genuine 
pupil of Chopin. My musical readers 
will understand my good luck. From 
that spiritual master I learned many 
things about the Polish composer; 
heard from his still supple fingers much 
music as Chopin had interpreted it. 
Delicate and discriminating in style, 
M. Mathias had never developed into a 
brilliant concert pianist; sometimes he 
produced effects on the keyboard that 
sounded like emotional porcelain falling 
from a high shelf and melodiously shat- 
tering on a velvet mirror. He also 
taught me that if a pianist or violinist 
or singer is too nervous before the pub- 
lic, then he or she has not a musical 
vocation—the case of Adolf Henselt to 
the contrary notwithstanding. But bet- 
ter would it be for me to admit that I 
failed because I didn’t will earnestly 
enough to succeed. And will is the se- 
cret of success. Selah! 
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In Our tienes aahae Sale 


_ Library Suite, $67.50 


Mahogany finished frames; 
upholstered spring seats, 
covered with Spanish 
Set consists of 


Sofa, Arm Chair and 


Mail and Telephone Orders for these articles will 
be promptly and carefully filled. 


ABRAHAM = STRAUS 29°13 






































Schinasi Brothers’ 


EGYPTIAN 
CIGARETTES 


Sold all Ove: 


NATURAL (plain or cork) 


15c. 57,5° 


EGYPTIAN PRETTIEST 
(lain tip) 
10c. 57,6" 


OFFICE and SALESROOMS 
32 West 100th Street, New York 


. Jefferson County 

















1,000 Island House 


Alexandria Bay 
New York 
In the Heart of the Thousand Islands 


In the most enchanting spot in all 
America, where nature’s charms are 
rarest, all the delights of modern civ- 
ilization are added in the 1,000 Island 
House. No hotel of the Metropolis 
provides greater living facilities or 
such luxurious comfort — real HOME 
comfort—as does this palatial Sum- 
mer retreat. An amusement for every 
hour, or quiet, complete rest, is the 
choice of every guest. 


Polo : Golf 
Motor Boating Fishing 
Send for Illustrated Booklet 


0. G. STAPLES, —w. H. WARBURTON, 
Proprietor Manager 
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The Sunday Excursion 


“Tell me where all this concourse 
of people is going at six o’clock Sunday 
morning.” 

“They are going on an excursion to 
Luluville, some 225 miles distant.” 

“What is the occasion of their go- 
ing?” 

“None at all; this is merely the 
usual Sunday excursion. There is to 
be a band concert in the afternoon, and 
there will be a ball game between the 
Luluville Leaders and the Centerville 
Champions, if the police permit. Be- 
sides, it is whispered that some of the 
Luluville drug stores sell drinks on 
Sunday.” 

“Surely one train of eight coaches 
cannot haul so many!” 

“Oh, yes, it can! By crowding three 
into a seat and standing the others in 
the aisles and on the platforms it will 
haul them all very comfortably.” 

“What is the running time to Lulu- 
ville?” 


“It is announced as six hours, but, | 
’ ’ 


as excursion trains are side-tracked for 


the regular expresses, the time is | 


usually an hour or so later.” 


“Then they will not arrive until | 


afternoon? ” 


“No; but the train does not start | 


back until six this evening, so they will 
have at least four or five hours for 
sight-seeing in Luluville. 

“They all seemed pleased at the 
prospect of this delightful outing.” 

“ Yes; but it will be a trifle different 
when they return at two A. M. to- 
morrow.” 

“What tremendous hampers most of 
them are carrying!” 

“Yes; you know that traveling al- 
ways gives one an appetite! That 
train will be reminiscent of sardines, 
bananas, beer and cheese for days to 
come.” 

“‘ What is the fare to Luluville? ” 

“The regular round-trip is $12, but 
you can make it for $2.79 on Sundays.” 

“Why do they do it?” 

“I give it up; some glory in the bar- 
gain they are getting; others will take 
pride in boasting to-morrow that they 
rode 450 miles yesterday, and others 
are actuated by a laudable impulse to 
get every bit of enjoyment out of their 
day of rest, if they have to work 
eighteen hours to do it.” 


~~ 


Tue INexperieNceD: He says he can 
hardly restrain himself from falling 
down and worshipping her. 

Tue Revectep: Tell him not to get 
nervous; she'll throw him down soon 
enough. 








Ross-Gould 





RastS St.Louis 


Do Business by Mail 


Start with accurate lists of names we 


furnish—build solidly. Choose from the 
following or any others desired. 
A Mfrs, Wealthy Men 
Box Mfrs, Ice Mfrs. 
Shoe Retailers Doctors 
Tin Can Mfrs. Axle Grease Mfrs. 





PRINTS from PUCK 


An interesting and handsome 
catalogue of the most notable 
prints that have appeared in 
America’s Cleverest Weekly, 
sent to any address on receipt 
of 10 cents in stamps. 


Druggists Rail: 
fo 


Our ete book of 
statistics on 7000 classes of pros- 


pective customers for the asking. 
Ross-Gould, 806-E Olive St, St., Louis 


Maiting 





The best quarterly issued in America 
25 cents a copy—All Newsstands 


rr Brow 


301 Lafayette Street, New York City 


PICKINGS FROM Puck 
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The September Number 


(Now on all newsstands) 


Presents As Its Leading Feature 
And In Complete Form 





What is by all odds the gayest, funniest, most delicately shock- 
ing novel of the year 


“A Full Honeymoon” 
by Avery Hopwood 


Author of “Nobody's Widow,” “Seven Days,” etc., etc. 


This story will be beyond question the 
most talked of magazine feature of 1915 








It is to be presented during the winter season upon the New York 
stage with a celebrated star. It is to be published during 
the winter season in book form and will, assuredly, 
become an instantaneous best-seller. 


25 cents a copy $3.00 a year 


SMART SET COMPANY, Inc. 
331 Fourth Avenue New York City 


LAMINA 
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The Auto and the Idiot 
The Auto and the Idiot 
Came moting on the scene; 
The air was full of violets 
And odors fresh and clean— 
And that was odd, because, you see, 
Their fuel was gasoline. 


“O glory!” cried the Idiot, 
“We're forging right ahead. 

If I had wheels upon my feet, 
I’d also run,” he cried. 

The Auto moaned, “ It is a shame 
Your wheels are in your head!” 


The Auto and the Idiot 
Ran bang into a fence. 

“To steering,” said the Idiot, 
‘I’m giving thought intense.” 


And that was odd, because, you know. 


He hadn’t any sense. 


Adown a pleasant country lane 
They journeyed fast and far 

Until they spied a gentleman 
A-smoking his cigar. 

“Tl hit him hard,” the Auto cried, 
“And minimize the jar.” 


Across the quiet gentleman 
Right merrily they sped. 

“ Pedestrians should look alive,” 
The busy Auto said— 

And this remark was odd, because 
The gentleman was dead. 





Culture, Not Kultur 

The Germany at peace that I saw 
during May and June, 1914, was, in the 
first place, a constant pleasure to the 
eye, a constant repose to the body and 
mind. Look where you might, beauty 
was in some form to be seen, given its 
chance by the intelligence of man—not 
defaced, but made the most of; and, 
whether in towns or in the country, a 
harmonious spectacle was the rule. I 
thought of our landscape, littered with 
rubbish and careless fences and stumps 
of trees, hideous with glaring adver- 
tisements; of the rusty junk lying 
about our farms and towns and way- 
side stations; and of the disfigured 
Palisades along the Hudson River. 
America was ugly and shabby—made 
so by Americans; Germany was swept 
and garnished—made so by Germans. 

—Owen Wister in the Saturday 
Evening Post. 


ft 


“Why, Mrs. Robinson says she 
would no more be without her chaffing- 
dish than without her piano! ” 

“H’m! If her friends could have 
their way, she’d be relieved of both!” 














































~ CORD TIRES 


An 11-Year Attainment 
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THE REAL 
SUPREMACY TEST 


Do you know what extreme tests are made by makers of fine cars in 
adopting a new-type tire? A Packard official, for one thing, drove a car 
from Detroit to Indianapolis, equipped with Gx odye: ur Cord Tires. Then for 
1000 miles around that speedway at 65 miles per hour. The usual limit of 
tire life in racing is about 500 miles. The treads wore off, but the Goodyear 
Cord Tires, without a blowout, took the car back to Detroit. 

The Franklin Company, on M: ry Ist, ran fuel economy tests in 137 cities. 
The three cars making the highest score were equipped with Goodyear Cord 
Tiers. One made a world’s record—55 miles ona Wen of gasoline. One made 
53 miles, and one 51.8 miles. Of the 15 cars making 40 miles or better, 10 had the 


Goodyear equipment: These Men Know 


Here are tests for endurance, for power economy and for resiliency. And 
Goodyear Cords won each class. Not our tests, remember, but tests made 
by car makers whose prestige is at stake on their judgment. Their wide 
adoption of the Goodyear Cord Tire proves these things about it: 

First, that the Goodyear excels in strength and endurance. 

Second, it excels as a power saver. 

Third, it has no superior in resiliency and comfort. 


An Eleven-Year Result 


Goodyear is not the first-type Cord Tire. That original type had short- 
lived vogue. Its chief shortcoming was high cost per mile. We have spent 
11 years in improving it. We have brought down that cost per mile. And 
we have done it without lessening by one iota the tire’s comfort and resiliency. 

First, we made the Goodyear Cord Tire vastly oversize. We increased the 
air capacity by 30 per cent, which adds immensely to comfort and to durability. 

Second, we use from 6 to 10 cord layers—depending on size. 

We embodied in them our No-Rim-Cut seo For extra security 
we vulcanized 126 braided piano wires into each tire base. In addition 
to the Ribbed tread, used widely abroad, we built them with our All- 
Weather treads, our double-thick, resistless anti-skids. 


Get the Latest Type 


When you come to Cord Tires get the latest type. Get the perfected 
type which shrewd engineers adopt. 





— Any Good- 
year branch— 
in 65 cities— 
will direct 
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. FAIR breeze and a flowing sheet 
X.—and a bottle of CLUB COCK- 


@P~ TAILS in the locker. 


Afloat or ashore this summer — 
whenever it’s cocktail time— serve 


CLUB COCKTAILS. They’re 


mellow sunshine to your palate, with 
the zest and snap of an ocean breeze. 


Purest liquors — carefully selected and mixed 
by experts who know how to make good 
cocktails — then aged long in the wood — to 
attain that perfect blend you never find in a 
hand mixed drink. 


Your dealer has them— in all the popular 
kinds — ready to serve. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London 4 
Importers of the famous Brand’s A-1 Sauce 























A BOTTLED 
DELIGHT 








